THE    TRAIL    BACK
have a look at his dogs; and on the way back it was natural that
he should pass the place where I had stopped to work. The
second, who has no dogs, approached in a circle, operated by
envelopment, as it were. (He was young, and the young are
sly.) The third was an old man called Ailennak. I watched his
figure rising above the ridge, and he came down towards me
with the air of a dog afraid he might be beaten. He came
forward in a straight line and each time that I raised my eyes
he essayed a feeble grin. His eyes were anxious. He was trying
to guess what my mood might be. Did I mind his coming up
to me? He quickened his pace, and then, when I lowered my
eyes to my paper, he stopped short, doubtful. The nearer he
came and the more the game seemed to him dangerous, the
wider grew his grin. When, finally, he had come quite close,
his whole being was one vast grimace.
It was three o'clock in the morning and children were at
play out on the frozen sea. Women, their mothers, sat on the
point of a knoll and watched them, called out to them. Eskimos
were wandering in every direction, hunting no one knew what.
I saw them come in, go out again, move busily over the land-
scape. They will wander like this all summer long, sleeping
only when they are too weary to stand, and sleeping wherever
they happen to find themselves.
This is the season of Eskimo madness, particularly for the
young. I remember a boy of eleven or twelve years, named
Ivitaligak, who went out of his mind every spring. I do not know
if this malady exists elsewhere in the same way, but with
Eskimo youths it takes the form of a violent somnambulism.
Ivitaligak would rove like a somnambulist, coming, going,
shrieking, beating his head with his fists and screaming, 'Give
me a rifle! Give me a rifle! I want to kill myself!' It would not
have been hard for him to kill himself before coming to. That
night he picked up in both hands a burning stove and shook it
violently without feeling the burns. His friends threw him
down and pummelled him to try to wake btm3 but no one could
do it. They smacked hi™ again and again, holding him down
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